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The Drive 


Author's Notes: 
Jimmy's sister grew up and became a musician. Few years earlier, she was hired by David Coverdale, to play 


the guitar in his band, Whitesnake. Which doesn't suit Robert too much.. 


Between concerts in England, | was going to visit my friends who were living about twenty kilometers away 
from Kidderminster, the town where Robert was living. It briefly crossed my mind to visit him, being so close, 


because we didn't see each other for ages, but | realized that this particular weekend | didn't have much time 


for that. 


But fate was watching, somewhat maliciously, over my plans. | just left Kidderminster behind me, when my car 
refused to work. It was autumn and dusk was falling pretty fast; | didn't want to be stuck alone on the edge of 
a dense forest, with broken car, waiting for someone driving by. 

It was not overly frequented road, especially on Saturday. | recalled that a few miles back | was driving past a 
pub, so | decided to go back to it on foot before nightfall and make a phone call. And so | did. | only prayed to 


find Robert sitting in the house, which was not so obvious. 


The pub was crowded, but not as much as | could expect on day like that. 

| went to the bar and asked for the phone. Bartender showed me where it stands and | went to make a call to 
Robert. | waited quite long, but he didn't answer. 

"Well, yes" .. | thought. "Saturday evening.” 


| went to the bar and ordered a beer. When the bartender poured it, | asked 


"Is it possible that someone will tow me to the garage?" 

The bartender fumbled in some papers under the counter and gave me a business card of a garage nearby. | 
thanked him, took a few more sips of beer and went to call the mechanic. Unfortunately, there was also no 
answer. Once again | tried to call Robert. This time, after a few rings, | heard a woman's voice in the receiver. 
For a moment | was speechless, but | pulled myself together and asked her if | could talk with Robert. 

"Who is it?" The voice was a little suspicious. In fact, | didn't introduce myself. 

"Its Patti Page", | said. 

"Oh, its youl" Voice on the other side seemed to be surprised, but glad. "Hi! Its me, Carmen" 

It was Robert's daughter, a few years younger than me. We knew each other since we were kids. 

"Carmen, | have a problem," | began. "My car is broken, I'm calling from the pub. | have an appointment with 
friends, but | can't get there, it is too late. | thought maybe Robert could pick me up and let me stay for the 
night .. " 


Oh... Well, it is actually a problem. Dad's not here, he's in the pub, and | .. we .. Well, Charlie is here, you know, 


and we were drinking a bit .. So, you know, we both shouldn't drive." 


"Bloody hell! Robert went to the pub, and his daughter invited her boyfriend. What am | supposed to do, damn 
it?", | thought to myself. 


"Listen, wait, maybe I'll call my friend to come and pick you up, huh? She will be delighted, she likes Whitesnake 
a lot. Just don't tell my dad .. ", said Carmen. 


"No, Carmen, thanks, don't bother. Maybe there is a hotel or motel around, huh? " 
"Oh, come on! You won't be sleeping in a hotel. My father would be angry if he found out. " 
"Don't tell me that Robert can be angry with you. Its not possible” 


Carmen laughed. 


"No, no, but you know him. You know that he can be a pain in the ass, when he's not in the mood." 


Well, in fact, | knew. As someone once said, when Robert Plant has a bad day, the whole world has a bad day .. 


He really could be a thorn in the ass. A graceful one, but onerous as hell. 


"Listen, Dad is in ‘King's Inv. And you? " asked Carmen. 


"Ehmmm..", | looked around and saw the logo on paper napkins, "| think it's ‘King's Mile’ ". 


"Oh .. it's pretty close. Maybe they have a phone number to the ‘Inn’? You could call there and ask dad on the 


phone. ' 


"Yeah, sure .." | doubted that bartender from Robert's pub would be eager to disturb Robert in his relax and 


asked him to every phone call from anyone who dared to do it. 

"He will answer your call, I'm felling you. Ask about that number. | don't have it here", said Carmen 
"Ok. HI call you back if Ill be lucky with it. Don't put the phone to the closet, please" 

"| won't", she laughed. "It was nice to hear you. See yal" 

"Thanks. And Carmen .2" | added before she hung up. 

ree 


"IF Ill talk with Robert, we both will come to your house, you know?" | cleared my throat significantly. She got 


what | meant. 
"Yeah, l'm aware of it. Charlie and | will deal with it." She hung up, still laughing. 


| went back to the bar and asked for the number to the ‘King's Inn’. | received it without any problem, and 


once again went to the phone on the side. 


| put myself through immediately and informed the man on the other side of the wire, a bartender most 
probably, that | knew from Plant's daughter , that he is there and asked him to tell Robert that Page is calling 


him. The bartender was no surprised at all, which amazed me and he simply did what | was asking for. 


"Yeah ..2 Is that you, Jim?" A little different way of articulating that | heard told me a bit about Robert's 


state of consciousness. 


"No," | sighed, "Hs Patti." 


"Aaah, honey! How nice to hear you! And how did you find me? " 


"Robert, focus, please. And don't call me ‘honey’. People will think you're sleeping with my brother. My car 


broke down near you. | have no place to sleep", | explained him my situation 
"You can sleep in my place, luv", he said. 


"Thanks a lot. Frankly, | was counting on it, but | don't know how to get there. Carmen can't come and pick me 


up". 
"What? Carmen doesn't want to pick you up?" In his pub must had been much louder than in mine. 


"No - she can't, not DOESN'T WANT TO!" | almost screamed. 


"But why? The car is standing outside the house .. ", obviously there was something wrong with our 


comunication, 

"Robert, she CAN'T, because she's drunk a bit." 

"What!? She struck the car?" 

"Robert ... She's tipsy, for God's sake. She drank some alcohol and can't drivel” 


"What alcohol?" 


"And what's the difference, Rob? Damn it, is there someone sober, who | can talk to?", | asked pretty annoyed 
already. 


"Where? Here?", he laughed. "No, | don't think so.. Wait! Did you just called me Rob?" 

| ignored it. 

"So, how are you planning to get back home?", | asked, being suddenly interested, 

"Well, someone will drive me, | guess .." His tone was unsure, but | heard pretty well an amusement in it . 
"Oh yeah? And who's supposed to be the lucky guy, if you are all so much oiled, Robert?" 


"Well, it could be a problem .. Excuse me, folks!" | heard his high, raspy voice in some distance from the 


receiver. He was addressing to people gathered in the pub. 


"Excuse me .. if anyone here is sober enough to drive my friend and myself home?" | could hear some faint 


Voices and soon Robert returned to me again. 


"Honey, here's a couple of nice young people who are willing to give us a lift. Where are you?" 
"In ‘King's Mile..", | said with resignation, though little calmer. 
"The ‘King's Arm? In Wolverhampton!?", he exclaimed. Here we go again.. | had no patience for that anymore. 


" KING'S MILE!, God damn iH", | yelled so loud, that some people sitting nearby, turned around and stared at 


me. | surrounded the receiver's microphone with my hand. 
"The ‘King's Mile’, did you hear me?" 

"Yes, honey. | got it. Its on the way home. " 

"Right .." 


‘Ok. We'll pick you up .. When?", he asked his temporary driver ".. In about twenty minutes to half an hour. 


Drink a beer, honey, because it's chilly outside. ' 
"And you don't drink anymore, you've had enough .." | said quietly, somewhat resigned. 
"What was that, baby?" He didn't hear me. 

"GOODBYE!" | screamed and hung up. 

In fact, | ordered another small beer, and drank it long before, nearly fifty minutes later, Robert slammed into 
my pub. 

He greeted me effusively. Obviously, not only Carmen was tipsy. He was grinning from ear to ear and lightly 
swaying on his feet. People began to watch us. He noticed it and bowed slightly. 


"We sincerely apologize for the inconvenience, we're leaving now." He pulled me by the hand and we walked out. 


Good that | had already paid for my beer. In front of the pub there was a car parked with engine running, and 
a couple of kids inside, who were excited by an unexpected meeting with Robert and a favor which they were 
doing to him. 

| said politely ‘hello' to them and thanked for a lift. They both assured me, that it was nothing. Robert and | 
sat down in the back He was trying to expand on the couch, as if it was a limo, but with no luck. His long legs 


did not have enough space for it. | was watching him amused. 
"I think you drank too much .." | shook my head in disbelief. 


"Come on, it's Saturday, Patti, do you remember?" 


"Oh yes, | remember. | supposed to have a great time with my friends ... " 


"Well, you will, honey, but with others! Did you know that Carmen is in my house?" 


Apparently, this part of our conversation misteriously disapeared from his mind. 

"Yes. | told you before that | talked to her and that she could not come to pick me up from the pub." 
"Oh, yes. Because she broke the window in the car. | wonder how ..? " 

"She didn't break the window, only drank a little alcohol and neither she nor Charlie could drive." 
"Charlie is there?" Robert suddenly sat up straight: 

"Yeah, well they're having a good time and if not that | have no place to sleep, | wouldn't disturb them." 
"Charlie .. He's a great bass player, you know? He's playing in my band", he said all of the sudden. 
"Really? What's his last name? " 

"Jones. Charlie Jones. But if he will scam my daughter, I'll probably shoot him. " 


"ROBERT!" | exclaimed indignantly. He restrained himself after a second. A couple on the front seats had a good 
laugh out of us. 


"Well, okay, okay. | won't shoot him. But she is still so young .. " 


"She's TWENTY." | said loud and clear. "And Charlie SURELY scams her" - | added in my mind only - "and 
there's nothing you can do with it" 


"Besides, Rob, what happened with your hippie rules, huh? Make love, not war! " 

"They don't work when it comes to my daughter." He said firmly. 

Fortunately, we finally got to the gate of Roberts house and we thanked our rescuers once again. | was hoping 
that Robert in a sudden impulse of gratitude, would not invite them in. | was really tired, | wanted to rest, and 
| knew that the evening is not over yet. Fortunately, he recalled that he protects his privacy. 


A couple timidly asked him for an autograph. 


"Ask the young lady too!" He said, writing it in some calendar they handed him and hugging me tightly. They 


looked at me uncertainly. | swallowed my pride and smiled to them. 


‘Its Patti Page, my friend, a fantastic musician of .. what is the name of your band? Sandshark? Whiteshark?" 


Even when he was drunk, he was able to stick the pin in David Coverdale's ass. 

"No, wait, wait .." he frowned, as if rummaging in memory with great effort . | wanted to give him a thick ear. 
"WHITESNAKE" | said quite bluntly. 

"Exactly", he snorted. "Whitesnake! I'm sorry, honey, but these Coverdale's ideas are really beating me .." 

| smiled to those guys, trying to do it politely, and | put my autograph in their calendar. | nodded good-bye, and 


we could finally go. Robert, humming some melody, unknown to me, and probably also to himself, embraced me 


firmly and slowly lead to his house. 


The Flight 


We came to the door and knocked, not lightly at all. They quickly opened, and | saw Carmen. Smiling and blushed. 
Behind her, also smiling to us, stood Charlie. | recognized him right away. | saw him once in recording studio, 
but | didn't know his name then. Now, he nodded his head, apparently also recognizing me. We walked in and said 


‘thello' to them. 
"Well, what were you doing, kids?", said Robert with seemingly blithe tone. Carmen rolled her eyes. 


"Talking about philosophy. And you, Dad, did you have fun? It seems like you did. Thanks, Pat, for bringing him 


home. " 
Its not my merit. Robert organized car with driver. " 
"Oh, | wonder how?" Disrespectful tone of Carmen's voice ceased to please me. 


Why was she treating him like that? It was not the time to think about it. Robert invited us all to the living 
room. We sat ourselves all together for a while, talked about trivialities, and finally Carmen went to show 
Charlie the room, where he was supposed to sleep, probably to maintain appearances, as | thought then, and 
they both disappeared from our sight, saying ‘goodnight’ to us. 


We left alone, sitting in silence for a moment, sipping tea. It looked like the most of alcohol already evaporated 
from Robert's head. He always could drink a lot, just like the rest of Zepp crew, which led many of their 
companions to temporary moral decay. 


"Good to see you. Why are you not coming more often? ", he asked. 


‘| really would like to come over more often, Robert, but you know how it is. Recording and touring. Now we 


have a little break, but we're hitting the road again, starting from next weekend. " 

"How is it with them?" 

| shrugged. 

"Not bad. You know, part of the material is mine, even from previous years, so I'm not tilling someone else's 
garden. David is ok, he's normal, not too moody in our relations. Worse is with Vanderberg but it doesn't 
matter. I'll be fine. " 

"| didn't doubt it. | never heard about Vanderberg." 


"He's a Dutchman, perhaps that's why." 


It doesn't matter. It's a pity that you are not doing anything for your own account.. " he patted me on the 


shoulder. 


"Would you like something else, honey? Are you hungry? | should have something in the fridge, since Carmen is 


here.. ", he changed subject of our conversation 

"Yes, | could eat something .. | supposed to be at the dinner with friends. Damn car, I'm telling you .." 

"Don't worry, tomorrow we will take care of it. Or, Ill send Charlie to take care of it. He should know something 
about cars. He should be useful if he wants to be my son in law, shouldn't he? ", he laughed, leading me into 
the kitchen 


"You're horrible, you know it? Its not your style. Give them a break!" | admonished him. 


"Oh, stop it. lm just joking. | know perfectly well that Carmen does exactly what she wants, and he is a good 
guy. | did some research about him, as soon as | realized that they started dating." 


| just shook my head in disbelief. But whether should | actually blame him? He loved her like crazy, even more 
after Karac's death. 
Anyway, | ate something and felt sleepy. It was time to go to bed. 


"Damn it, Robert, | have nothing to sleep. My bag with clothes left in the car." 


"Don't worry. I'll give you one of my t-shirts. | don't want to wake Carmen up. And in the bathroom downstairs 
there are some cosmetics, if you need something of that girly stuff. I'm sure Carmen wouldn't mind. | think 
you could use this some kind of liquid that washes off this black.. something.. which you both use for your 
eyes ..", he made a few circles in the air with his index finger, in front of my eyes. 

"Soap, bath gel and shampoo are there too. Toothpaste and a new toothbrush - in cabinet. Towels, as well. " 
"Thank you. And .. where do | sleep? You didn’t tell me." 

"You can cuddle up to me." He looked like the cat that just drank all the cream. 

"Sure, with pleasure. And then, in the morning, I'll listen to what you'll say to your daughter." 

"| would find a good explanation .." he said softly and came up to me close. 

| couldn't believe how this man was affecting on me. Immediately, | wanted him to kiss me. There, right there, 
in his kitchen. | looked into his eyes, still a bit hazy from alcohol, and | was close to do it. Crooked smile was 
playing on his tempting lips again. 

"Dad .." Carmen's voice came to us. 


"Yes?", he asked, not taking his eyes from me. It was me, who interrupted the contact, and pulled away slightly. 


| wanted to ask where do you keep your alarm clock, because Charlie has to get up early in the morning and 


"Baby, | do not own an alarm clock," said Robert with slightly annoyed tone 
"Really, Dad? But 

"Tell Charlie to order a wake up call” 

"This is not a hotel, Dad. | think you forgot " , she looked at him with a frown 
"| remember. Go and check in the night table, but | cant promise it's there 


"Okay, l'Il tell him," she said and turned around leaving, giving me an amused look. | could have sworn that at 


the end she winked at me. 
| was tired. Really, | wanted to go to sleep. 


"So, where's my bed?" | asked Robert. "Please, show me." 


| took a bath and put his t-shirt on. It was rather short for a nightgown, but | was going to sleep in my 


underwear, anyway. | crawled into bed and fell asleep right away. 


In the morning, | woke up sensing somebody's presence in the room. | rubbed my eyes, stretched and looked 


around. | knew perfectly well that it was Robert. Who else could it be? Already washed and dressed. 


"Without all this make-up on your face, you look like you're seventeen", he seemed to be surprised. "Not to 


mention that you look like Jim .. This is disturbing 

"Well, he's my brother .. And I'm much older than seventeen, Robert" 

"| know." He looked at my bare knee, which could been seen from under the covers and swallowed. 
"So, when will you finally go to bed with me?", usually | was forthright, so why not then? 


As if in response, he leaned over and kissed me on the lips. His hair fell on my face. | kicked away the covers 


and hugged him. 


When | pulled him on me, he slid his hands under my t-shirt and sought out my breasts. He trapped me 
between his legs and clung to me. | felt that under the linen trousers he wore, he was getting harder, and | 
was wet already. Biting my neck, he muttered something into my ear. When he reached the fly to unzip it, we 
heard knocking at the door. 


"Pat, are you sleeping?" It was Carmen, 


All tension immediately disapeared. Robert buried his face in the pillow, and | was hastily trying to pull my t- 
shirt down. 


"No, I'm awake. What happened?" | felt like an idiot. | heard my unnatural voice. 

"| wanted to ask you something, can | come in?" 

Robert sighed and got out of bed. He opened the door, encountering incredibly surprised face of his daughter. 
She gave him a long look that said it all. It wandered from Robert to me and from me to Robert. Fortunately, 
Robert was dressed. And his shirt was quite long, loosely thrown on trousers .. But yes, DEFINITELY, | felt like 
an idiot. 

"Come in, Carmen. | will not bother you two .. Did Charlie went home? " Robert moved away from the door 
with the inviting gesture. Then he left, carefully closing the door behind him. Carmen sat on the rumpled bed 
and pulled her knees almost to her chin. She had long legs just like Robert. 


"Father keeps finding faults with Charlie," she said angrily, " he should pick somebody up permanently. It's been 


a long time since the divorce with mom, and what is he doing? A girl here, a girl there." 
"Huh, a girl here, a girl there, right? Nice..", | thought to myself. 


"Don't worry about him. He likes Charlie, he's only fooling around" | decided that this little bit of disloyalty 


would not hurt Robert. "And he can also take care of himself" | added with a sneer. 
" What did you want to ask me about, Carmen?" 

"| hope you're right. | think you two always understand each other well, don't you?" 
"So | thought" | said, trying to figure out what she meant 


"Patti, tell me, how it is to play in Whitesnake? Ever since you started playing with them again, | always trying 
to imagine how it is to play with guys? And ONLY with guys. They are so cool. My friends also like your band. 


In general, as | told my friends that | know this chick who plays with them, they didn’t believe me. ' 


"But why? At least they know who your father is? | think it's rather obvious that you know many musicians 


personally? "She shook her head, and spread her arms in a gesture of saying that she has no idea why it is so. 


Its great to play with them," | continued, "but | don't see this in any different way than before. | always 
played in bands with guys. | would have probably felt oddly in girls‘ band. You know, it's a job like any other. 
Sometimes it is more fun, sometimes less. Everyone has the right to have a bad day or mood. Sometimes we 


argue, but mostly it's ok." 


"Jeez... it's probably only you can say that its a job like any other. So many people would like to stand in your 
shoes! Could you give me autographs of David and Adrian? Not for me, for my friend. " 


"Of course, no problem. Just give me her name, I'll ask them to write some nice dedication on the record" | 


said, wondering what she really wanted to ask me. 
"Great, thank you. Its for Lucy." Carmen clapped her hands with delight. "But it will be a surprise. She has 
birthday soon. Listen, and how is this David Coverdale like? He's a nice hunk", .." if only Robert could hear it! 


"What do you mean?" | was amazed that she asks me about it. 


"| don't know, you're dating with him, aren't you? Listen, | like Charlie, but I'm not getting to marry him, after 


all. | think | can like someone else too, right? " 


"Well, | guess you can ..| don't know how David is.. He's nice, with oversized ego - that's for sure, but 


generally a fine man. But we are not dating, what were you thinking? We work together. " 


"But .. did you sleep with him, Pat?" 


"WHAT?" | choked. "No, of course | didn't! Why would | do that, for God's sake?" 
| don't know, somehow.. | thought .. Damn, | wouldn't have stop myself." 


‘Oh, please.. Of course you would.. He's not that sweet, believe me. And what about you? Are you sleeping with 
Charlie? " 


She lowered her head. 
"No, not yet. But | would like to .. " 


| ruffled my hair in despair. So that was it .. What was | suppose to tell her? There were few years of gap 
between us, as could happen between sisters, but we never were that close. How could | answer her? | chose 


honesty, 
"Carmen, if you love him, and he loves you, go to bed with him. Life is too short for such dilemmas" 
"Would you do that, if you were me?" She asked me. Her beautiful eyes were shining 

"Immediately" | was sure of one hundred percent 


She thanked me overjoyed and left. | took a bath and dressed in clothes borrowed from Carmen. | ate breakfast 
with them and called friends who were waiting for me since yesterday. Somehow | forgot to call them night 
before. | promised I'd come as soon as my car will be suitable for driving. Robert called the road assistance , 
they came to take my keys and documents and towed the car to the workshop, promising to call, when they 


would know anything. 


We had at least the morning for ourselves. | asked Robert to play for me his new album he was working on 
and which soon was going to become ' Now € Zen ' . We went into the room where he kept his collection of 
records and a great audio set. 

A comfortable couch stood in there, but we sat on the floor , on a white carpet. Robert pulled the record out 
of the sleeve and we started to listen. We were discussing every single song. He asked me what | think about 
this, or that . | took a guitar that was leaning on the stand in the corner and | played him a piece of his own 


songs as I'd arranged it . He nodded appreciatively. 
Suddenly, Carmen entered . 
‘Oh dear, really, can you talk only about music?" She rolled her eyes. 


"Not only about that, but it's interesting!" | was indignant because | couldn't understand her lack of 
understanding. Music was our greatest passion. But not Carmen's, obviously. 


"Dad, can | take your car?" she asked Robert. | still couldn't get used to the fact that she's younger than me 


by a few years, and being so adult, she addresses him ‘dad’. 

"| would like to go to Lucy with Rupert" 

"Okay, but take Audi. It has a phone. You can call me in case of something, you know.. " 

"Thank you, thank you!" She laughed. "And the keys are ..?" 

"In their usual place, you little muddler.” 

‘Ok, bye byel" She sent us both a kiss and off she went. 

"Got any weed?" | asked with an innocent voice after next few minutes of listening to the music. 

"And for whom is this interview?" he became interested in, smiling in his characteristic, lopsided smile. 

"For the magazine ‘Dazed and Confused." 

"Oh .. if so, I'll find something." 

He went out, and after a moment we sat cross-legged and barefoot on the carpet in the music room, sharing 
a big joint. After a short time it was gray with smoke in the room. But none of us came up on idea to open 
the window. It was cold outside! Soon we were laughing our asses out, not knowing exactly why. One, even 
unfinished sentence from one of us, was enough for the other one to burst out laughing. This stimulated the 
first and so it all was going. Robert picked up the guitar and began to strum something on it, with a hint of 
exotic background. | liked it and | started humming something. Then, | stopped and burst out laughing. 

"Don't you think it should be in a little different way? Give me this guitar! ", | said. 

"Why there's always some goddamn Page who is taking my toys away?", he wailed dramatically. 


"Why it is so hot in here?", he noticed and began to pull his shirt off over his head. 


After a while he was sitting with a bare torso and singing eastern-like phrases that were born in his head 
while he was playing the guitar. Once again, we dragged another spliff. 


"Maybe we could record it?", | threw a proposal. 


"Great ideal", he said and started to look for an empty tape, which then stuck into the two tape deck recorder. 
He pressed "REC" and tape started rolling. We played and sang, then listened to what came out of it. 


Then he found another tape and we recorded again. Another spliff and another. We wanted to drink, so he dug 


out bottled water from somewhere. He gave me one bottle, and he tossed down the other. It was delicious! He 


wanted to show me some kind of tension built in a song and threw out some thirty albums from the shelves, 
in the search for the right one. | also wanted to show him something, so another several albums landed on the 


carpet. 


We both were almost yelling, trying to convince the other one to the particular idea or observation. In 
meanwhile, crawling on my all fours, maneuvering so as not to trample Robert's records, | started to search 
next bottle of mineral water. | didn't know why, but this way of walking seemed to me as the most appropriate. 


Robert mumbled something to himself, but | was occupied with my mission 

"Hey!", | exclaimed, "We're running out of mineral water! It's only half of bottle left! " 

Robert turned to me with such a crazy, mock horror on his face that | couldn't catch air with laughter. 
"So, | guess we should start to dilute it with wine!" He exclaimed dramatically. 


Also on all fours he went to the bar and pulled out a bottle and corkscrew, which happened to be a little 
cranky. He wrestled with all this stuff for a moment. That brought some thought to me. 


Shakily | stood up and fumbled a bit on the shelves. Finally, after some five hundred and sixty years, according 
to my twisted feelings, | found this aloum of the Stones, | was looking for. Soon, through the mighty speakers, 
Mick Jagger was roaring: "| can't get no SA-TIS-FAC-TION, ‘cause | try, ‘cause | try .. "and | was pretending 
that | was opening a bottle of wine. Robert was chuckling more and more, but finally he managed to open the 
bottle. A few drops dripped on the white carpet, while he was pouring wine straight from its bottle to the 
bottle of mineral water. 


"And now you shake!" He cried, and actually really did it. Unfortunately, neck of a bottle was not quite clogged. 
Until this moment, somehow, we missed that the water was lightly carbonated. Geyser, which suddenly shot 
up, caused that we both finally shut up for a moment, watching spellbound this slow motion, as it seems to us, 
spectacle. And then, a red shower fell on us . Jagger, Robert and | went into frenzy, but the first one was 


singing, and the rest of us was roaring. With laughter. We were all wet and bestudded with red dots. At that 


moment we were not able to adequately assess the appearance of the walls, ceiling and carpet: 


"Come on, take off those wet clothes!" Robert commanded loud at the end, kneeling in front of me, trying to 
make me to do the same. He grabbed the edge of my blouse and started to pull it up, trying to take it off 
from me through my head. | couldn't catch balance kneeling with hands in the air, and head entangled in a 
blouse. | was swaying like a reed in the wind Robert in his frenzy, however, didn't notice some small details, 
such as little button placed on my neck, which unbuttoned, was making impossible to take the blouse off, 
without wringing my head, or nose at least, off. He tried to fight more fiercely with this resistant piece of 
fabric, despite my sluggish protests . 


"Pull, pull!" He shouted with a slightly hysterical tone, still laughing at the same time, oblivious to the fact that 
its HM, who pulls my blouse, not me. 


‘Mother of god, what is going on here?" We suddenly heard a cry full of horror. Robert stopped to pull my 
blouse up so | could lower it and take a look toward the door, where Carmen's figure loomed dimly. There was 
also someone else. Robert and | exchanged looks, and then, for the first time, we realized how that room really 


looked like. 


Carmen came in through the thick, choking smoke that hung in the air. She looked around at the walls and tried 
to say something. She moaned when she looked at the ceiling, when something dripped on her from it. Without 
saying a word, she pointed at the couch with her finger. A couch, which not that long time ago was very, very 
white. | rubbed my face, aching due to Roberts action We both were sitting on the floor, just like chastened 
preschoolers - me in a tattered blouse, Robert, bare-chested, scratched here and there from some reason. 
My trousers were completely soaked, Robert's - not that much, but it also to be thrown away, because | 
couldn't imagine that he would like to try to wash red wine off from white linen. We both had wet hair, and 


very stupid faces. 

"Do you know what time it is?" Carmen finally got her voice back. "Did you sit here since | left?" 
We nodded our heads in the denial. 

‘| can't believe it", she said. "And didn't you want to .. | don't know.. to pee?" 


As if on cue, we nodded affirmatively. Indeed, | felt that I'd go to the bathroom and not quite pointlessly, | 


must say. 
"IFs | am! Are you aware of that? " 


‘Oh, so at what time you are coming back home, huh?" Robert asked with a weak voice, refraining from the 


explosion of laughter. A guffaw came to us from the door. Male voices. It was Charlie and his friend, Rupert. 


"This is great.. If it is how usually it was when Plant and Page were meeting together | really don't know how 


come you're still alive, Dad. " 
"But I'm not THAT Page .." | noticed shyly. Carmen glared in my eyes. 


"But | do not know which one is worse .. | just don't believe what | see! | was calling home like ten times. | asked 
Charlie and Rupert to come here with me, because | was afraid that something had happened. Pot smells 
throughout the house. Well, good enough that | didn't call the police first. When we were going upstairs, it was 
hard to tell if someone is murdering you or you're doing here something completely aifferent! But | really 


didn't expect THIS! | think you'll go to bed now, huh? " 


"| don't know, honey," Robert finally got up from the floor and reached out his hand to me. "I don't know if | 


can cope with it now, but." 


Out of courtesy, | refrained from loud laughter, but | couldn't hide a smile. Carmen was red as raddish. 


Whether of anger or embarrassment, | didn't know. 

Charlie, however, was laughing his ass off. 

"Carmen, honey, let it go. Look at them.. They are completely hammered. Or stoned. Or both.” 
"We've been working herel", | said. "We've recorded at least two tapes." 


‘Or even threel", said Robert, goggled his eyes comically. "Honey .? Did he addressed her ‘honey .?* He 


muttered a moment later. Carmen decided to change the subject. 
"You'll listen to them tomorrow. Now, you should go to your bed. Each to your own one! " 


"Come on, Carmen" Charlie reassured her. "You see, how they are look like. Really, it's better if they'll sleep in 


the same bed. You'll throw one bedding out, not two.. " 

This argument was well aimed and the poor girl guided us to Robert's bedroom. When we got there she said: 
‘take your clothes off by yourself, please’, and turned on her heel. When she was closing the door, | heard her 
telling Charlie to shut up and stop laughing, and his reply that he loves her old man. 


| must say, Percy is still in the saddle. What a guy!" He said with a dose of admiration , walking away from 
the door. 


We looked at each other with ‘Percy’ himself, amused. 
"Come on, let's take a shower. We can't go into bed like this", | said. "But first | gotta to the toilet." 


Each of us did what had to be done and started to undress in the bathroom from the rest of the clothes 
that we had. We walked into the cabin together and let water to wash away the remnants of wine from our 
bodies and hair. Each of us was eyeing the other one secretly, making some comparisons with memories from 
the past. Shampoo and soap managed to replace the smell of pot with nice, fresh scent. And again, | had nothing 
to wear, so Robert gave me another t-shirt. | climbed into bed, tired, but oddly excited. | wanted to sleep, but | 
couldn't. Robert was moving something in the room, making some noise. Finally, he came and lay down next to 


me on his back. 

"Are you sleeping?" He asked quietly after a few minutes. 

"No." | whispered back, lying with him behind my back. 

"We are crazy. But, dammit, | didn't have so much fun since ages. You are nice bit of a rascal, girll" 


"Yeah, you too.. Hey, really, you wouldn't be able to.. you know..? ", | didn’t finish. He knew exactly, what | was 
talking about. 


"| don't know," he murmured. "Do you want to find out?" 
In response, | turned to him, face to face. | could barely see him, but | knew he was smiling ironically. 


"You know, l'm an old man.", contrariness never left him. | kissed him very gently. Straight on mouth. This first 


touch of our lips was surprising for me. It was like.. flashback, like going back home. Familiar, cozy, sweet.. 


"Forty years .. it's pure sex for a guy", | said when our lips parted for a moment. "Robert, if you're old, what 


should say those, who.. Ahhh .. " 


| couldn't finish the sentence. Robert put my thigh on his and raised it. Smoothly slipped his hard, big cock in 
me. Flawlessly hitting and not even checking if I'm prepared for it. As if he knew. He surprised me. After years 
of playing games, we did it again, in his house, while his daughter and her boyfriend were sleeping on the same 
floor. 

| wanted to tell him something more, but | couldn't. Every steady shove was depriving me the opportunity of 
articulation He was taking his time, celebrating the moment, something that only experienced lovers can do. He 
perfectly knew how to please me. 

| grabbed his bare shoulder, feeling how his muscles were playing under my fingers. When he stopped and 
slipped out of me , | groaned . He silenced me with kisses. Literally, he was sucking my mouth , playing with 
tongue. He was running it on my lips , then kissed again. That was so pleasant feeling! He sat on the bed and 
reached out his arm to me, encouraging me to sit, too. In the moonlight coming in through the window pane, | 
saw dimly the originator of my pleasure, jutted up proudly. Robert asked me to sit on his lap. | did it carefully. 
He helped me to take off my t-shirt , this time not trying to tear it or break my head off . He held my taut 
body close, kissing my neck, collarbone and breasts. | raised myself a little more up, and slowly slid his penis in 
me, sensing every inch of it. When | tried to sit on his lap then, | felt that not his full lenght went in me. He 
was so big that caused me pain that shook my body. | forgot how it was before. 


"My little girl" he whispered in my ear. His breath was so hot.. "Slow down, baby, we can do it, relax .." 


We did, indeed. He helped me to relax enough that | let him in with his whole lenght. He grabbed my buttocks 
and gently raising and lowering me, showed me what he wanted from me. Now | was celebrating those moves, 
my hips were drawing circles, causing him squeezing my buttocks stronger. Nature herself pushed me to 
perform these moves, but | got tired pretty quickly. He was not disappointed. Still staying in me, Robert put me 
on my back, and gently started to move his hips. As our breaths became heavier and faster, he speeded up. 
He was drilling in me with increasing passion 

Finally, he straightened up, reached out for the pillow, which he put under my hips, and sitting on the heels 
between my widely scattered thighs, was pushing so fast and hard that | had to grab the edge of the bed. An 
orgasm came quickly. It was coming and coming and suddenly, it already WAS there. My body arched out of 
pleasure. | clenched muscles inside, as if | wanted him to stay there forever, which was very close to truth. 
I've never experienced such loads of pleasure, while making love before. It helped him to come. Short time later 
he reached the top of pleasure, too. He shot a hot load of sperm in me. When it was all over and we were 


resting hugging, | briefly thought to myself, if Carmen heard anything. | hoped, however, they were already 


asleep. 

Robert was playing with strand of my hair. 

"And we finally did it, huh?" , he said 

‘Mhmmm .. | could only mutter in affirmative. | had no strength to speak 


"What worries me, is how Jim would react when he finds out .. Do you remember what happened when he 
nabbed us with Gillan?" He laughed quietly, recalling that terrible affray, which then exploded. "We were not 
particularly happy bunnies then". 


‘lm not going to tell him .." | whispered. | also recalled that furious Jimmy. This troubled me too, but at that 
moment, it was not the most important thing. What mattered for me, was how good | felt, lying so safe in his 


arms. 


In the morning, we slept long. Carmen didn't bother us. Maybe she felt a bit offended or afraid of what she 
could see in our room. Nonetheless, it seemed to me that she didn't expect that we actually slept together. 
When we finally decided to get out of bed and go down for breakfast, she was absent. She left a note to 
Robert , telling when she comes back. 

| also had to go back It was Monday. In the evening we were supposed to have a rehearsal before Tuesday's 
concert. | had to get to London, but had no idea what's going on with my car ! To my surprise, in the kitchen 
was a note addressed to me, too. Carmen arranged everything for me and my car keys and documents were 
lying on the kitchen's table. The car itself, as | soon found out, was parked on the driveway. She left me a bill 
from garage, which she paid with her own money . | asked Robert to thank her on my behalf and tell that ll 
send her money as soon as | go back home. 

We ate breakfast and then came time to say goodbye . | kissed Robert passionately, and it was close to go 
back to the bedroom. Unfortunately, | was pressed for time. 


| arrived to London almost two hours late, greeted by my grim-faced bandmates. 


To be continue in "But his name was." 


